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sat 


we be Well, T didub expest to have sah @ gumring fie grect me 


Sittiey Foon in Dessay Lammers countyy homey Sensen of 
your) migwinters time of Gay! carly moyning, 

so qeptatn Siew We be ates WAR te vietebers tn ber 
Mansy Coewe es Se. te, ent Cem Geen w stabew and yutic 
2 RR, ES OP OS se ee & ate 

Me then locks over at Eratefive with © plepeed eountenmmee, 


he walks over ehé holies tants over grate, 1 amppese Panry hed 
& heprible Grom: en€ was afvaié to stay tn bef until eight 

I expested te write this wapnimg with o hen wer ever @ 
schoujdera, bat now 1 dhekl waite with perfest casts Tho yom 
ig delight@elly warm, and m one te Gigtay>d me far ame tino, 
I am quite eure inestep will slow 1112 lgteg Re 414 not cot 
in t$11 eluest morning, I ée wich these eountay people would 
cond Sup the Geetar Guia the aay; it would give vc awh 2 
Clavions tine to write, the Gils te table, Fem, feolia 
dome, they sumtinos walk over here, when theytve mest fit for 
bed; bub then, thay won't twouble the @sster as lore as tha 
sun manage te Get here, mhe pists & fow papers fren table and 
readst A man west necis @ friend after he has been his own 
oneuy, he looks w thoughtfully, I meant to cet thet ins 
Moditating, Well, I will try its 


Dr le 


Lr abe 


Iv Le 


Ay 


Be 


“the Fable out Canty, site dom end rents apaind A nan most noo /, 


& ireind efter he hes boon Rie om enemy, the locks upy 1 can 
net pub ted tm his Lincs, neSther gan I yet it in hers, tut 

& yamse, wt I might —=dhe opens djask dock anf yuns over 
fon Papen, stops et one, mumbling in low fone, ley it wen*t do 
tone egning Parhepedhe plates hand on fordiead as if to force 
2 thewgiity then takes Den and begins to wite ins meric! 


mter I Lemglers He stants in @aywy a fow uments} then wale: — 
ound, locks et hay gtoadily, tekos vicar trou pogtot, lights 
itend stanfs puffisg, ell the while locking at hary 
Srembetek eaten Yoeeteseie yak LeagexT ec seg 2 

che deen not know 1 am in the youn? at Least, I hove ots 

I dhoukéan®t eare to be eonvinsed she would deliba@ately ignor’ 
me fap thet play, ‘ew she loves hear werk, an@ how I despise it 
Mo yattn at the eiger, zt has taken up sp meh room in har 
heart that i+ is arewding mo cute Mut it mist steps He galls: 
Hawwiete She des not hear him, Again in louder tone! Harrict. 
looks up at Rin, pon im hen, I @1@*nt knew yru ware in the 


POON. 


I Know that, 
she puts down pen and waiks ovar to hins J 


You leo6k very tired. dear, f thought you would sleep very late 


Ir Le 
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Mre Lea 


Tr Le 


this mornings You did not get in until after fours 

How do you know it was after four when I got ing You den‘t 
keep a light in your rooma 7 

Ho; tut I eowld’nt sleep very well, so I turned on the light 
that I might reads 

Harriet, ypu look as if you needed more rest than I dos Come, 
dear, sit in this chair, He pushes large arm chair over to 
fire and holds out hand to her, then leads her gently to ghairs 
She sits downs He He sits down on avm of chair and looks at 
hers I wish you would tell me why you just told me thet un- 
truth, You know, dear, that your love for your pen has made 

me very unhappy; but I have always felt I could trust yous And 
now-— 

An@ now you will begin to lese faith, Well, I acknowledge I aia 
tell you a falsehood; but the fmlt is your om, becmse you 
treat me like a child, whose most indulgent parent do not 
permit her to study, because she is ‘hot strong. But nature has 
made her a love of study, and as Nature is fire proof, wate 
proof am@ even dust proof, the ehild is compelled to lie to 

the parent, who does not uniarstand, And not alone do you force 
me to lie tut you force me to stcal— time from my sleeps 

You are right. You steal time from your sleep, a very precious 
time it ig; for loss of sleep is less of stremgth, and the loss 
of your strength means so meh to your husband and your ehildre 
ah, Harriet; I have often heara you say: Nature is a blessimg. 


on 
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Is there ary blessing on carth as great as that of motherhood? 
And yot, he gets uP from arm of chair, you are happier with 
those scraps of paper,whigh de not live and do not care whether 
you lives 

looks at him pleadingly, ‘Theodor, you don't understands To 
you they are only scraps of papa’; mt to me they live and Keep 
me alive, They food my very soul and comfort uy heart, They 
bring life into my heart and life and loy into my hopes. Withe 
out them life would be“the seme as 1t would be without you ant 
our ehildren: a life without hope. 


But have you ever stopped to think that while your work brings 


_ you so much Joy and happiness that we, your husband and child- 


ren, ere starvirg, yos, starving for, the sound of your voice, 
for the care of your hand and the love of your heart? 

looks at him, ‘Then you are not like the indulgent seh, put 
like the farmer, who semis his cow to a good pasture, that sho 
may give good milk. Ah, Theodor, your love is a selfish love, 
for you ilove yourself first. 

goes nearer to her, lerriet, you don*t know what you are 
sayings You Know I would gladly die to make you hapry— 

with a sarcastic smile, You would die to make me happy, and 
yet you complain because I do not devote every moment of my timé 
to you. 

That proves how meh I love yous 

stands up, That proves how mueh you love yourself. Why, the 
very moaning of the word love is sacrifices And sesrifice? I 
will tell yous when I was a littlo girl I had the greatest (, 


De Le 


5 
horror for dostors, for uy poor mother @iea @rina a magical 
operation, My horror did not desrease as I carw older, on tho 
contrary, it inereased yoar by yoar until I was eighteen, when 
I met yous You ware thon stud¥ing lew; it wes gour father's 
wish, We loarned to love cash other, Then came your father's © 
death, after wieh you came to me and said: Herviet, I was not 
eut out to be a lawya@; I am going to study modicine. That nows 
was & great shosk to me; for at that moment I could ste you 
xstandirg with a glittering blade eutting mman flesh. Slowly 
but bravely I looked up inte your cyes; I saw how meh in 
cernest you were,and at that moment I proved to myself that I 
really loved you, for I crept inte your arms and said: Theodor, 
your wish ig minos After we wore married I oven insisted upon 
sterilizing your instruments myself, for T wanted to besome 
friends with then, All my husbart‘s doer friends are also mine, 
And today as I pass that cabinet cash ingtrumert seams to say 
you have learned to love me because you love him, who loves 
use That is love, sacrifices 
But, my dear girl, a man mgt follow the profession he loves 
best,for the support of his family depends upon it. The mere ho 
loves his work the casiar it appears to him, and the more his 
family benefits by it; but with you it is qiite different. 

Yout family does mt wish to benefit by yous work, You can only 
sugc eed in slipping away from ug; I om gradually losing my wife 
end the ehildren thelr mothers He mts his erm around hars 
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Harriet, don’t insist in ruining your life and mine, I knew 


yom gre dremming of mecess; I have no doubt that the sound of 


epPleaise is at this very moment rirgirg in your cars. You 
Piloture the great glory of secess; but how many like yourself 
have died with og Picture before than, 

They died like brave soldiers, who fought for their countrys 
But soldiers arc all mens While they are fighting, their 
mothers, wives or svoothcarts are at heme, praying for then, 
and caring for their loved ones. Come, girl, give up your 7ight 
come bask to your husband and children, who want you more than 
you will ever knows 

i have never left you, and never shall, I have tried hard to do 
ny auy; your wish was always mines < 

But my greatest wish is that you give up writing, A paises. 
The wind is howling, and is hoard plainly. 

walks over, to window and looks out. Listen te the winds Those 
wrotehea little shanties up on the hill will no deubt lose 
their chimneys, and so mary ehildren will be left homeloss. 
Now, why don*t you go out there and danand the wind shall 


cease? 


astonished, Are you losing your senses? 


No, I am only askirg of you what you want me @o des Can you 

stop that wind from blowing? Can you keep a fish alive without 
wate; can you keep a sparrow alive in a cege? Just so can you 
Keep me from my pens Gh, Theodor, don’t look at me like that. 


‘I know my voice sounds somewhat strange to you; but it is not 


ménéie the wuwiaa af a nmean haine won new homet 14 ia tha waiae 


Se a En ——————— ions 
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of Nature, & voiee that cannot be stilled, 

De Ie bows his head, as he slowly erosses room over to door; 
looks at wife, and says sadly: We are beth in need of God's 
helping hands He opens door and leaves. 

Mrs ie stands in the same Position looking at door, through 
whieh he Irftse 

So, this is the end of the battle; my last hope ig dead, I 
have preof now that he can neve be senvinsed, until— until 

I sell a plays A sarcastic philos sell a pley. How og I sell 
@ play that I dare not write? A paises Dare not; wa I then a 
slave? Have I no right to my opinion, or am I « child thet 
does mot knows A pase; then in determined tenes I mi neithe 
slave nor eh4id; I shall finish my play in spite of ali, she 
walks to table, opens @rewar, throws about some papars, Picks 
one and readsi Read vour play carefully; found it interesting 
but at the present state of the market/we cannot dispose of it, 
She looks ups I understands W "Readjustmont® is one ef the 
geod old-fashioned dramas; but people of today want soncthing 
of todays Well, here it is. she holds up beck, I have begun 
it and I will finish ite But not here; I mst go away te some 


Please where I ean find pease, A pase; she loots around to gee 


if she had been overheard, “Go away. she looks frightened, 
How ean I ge away and leave--, and yet, why not? They may miss 
me for a while; but then tha will gain by it in the end, like 
babies who are forced to take their medogine to get well. 


Irene 


They will reap the beantiful harvest I have sowod for than; 
then they"1l geon forgets A paises Harriet, you must go 
befere your courage forsakes you; go, before you see or speak 
te any ones She sits down, takes paper and ven and begins 

to write} My doer husbands I am geimg where I wil) have peace 
to write-— She leoks up, Oh, how my heart beats; I am afraid 
I can’t carry this through, Stops te think, If this plan fail 
me I van never finish my pleye Ohy’ m0, ne, I would rather die 
than give it wp, I will gos Reads again: I am going where I 
will have peace to write, will retwen shen it is sold. Yours 
Harriet, she leaves paper on table; gets up and looks around 
room as if ent at anethin Opens decr leadirg to hall, 
tekes hat and. elosk from resk and Puts them ong Stops to thinks 
Suppose some one ghould see me? A pases I“ll say I am goirg 


tor a walks she buttons elosk; runs to table, tskes blark book 
and all papers, exert note on table, ills then uP, go0s to 
ams ghe looks over at mantle, and then goes over to it; takes 
jew one little pieture in frame, then another, takes out 
pistures and puts them in Pocket, Puts frames back on mantiley 
walke beak te ow, pe Be ane ane leavese 
Silense for a few moments, Then a voice is heard calling? 
"© Drene, you will be late to esheol, if you gon"? hurry s* 
Irene is heard answering:"I“11 be off ina mizmmte; I want to 
Kiss mother before I g0e8% 
comes pouneing in, beoks in hand; looks around, Not here? Fath~ 
‘gaia she wis in the sitting room; perhaps she wont to the store 


expesting to get. back before I left; but Puneh is so slow [0 


ern | 


’ a a —— — = 2 = ee ern — oT 


- waiting on eustoners——, she netices note on desky—Iow, mother 


mist have been in an awful mery, or she wouldnt leave part 
of her beok on the tables she leoks ups. 14 love to read it; 
bat mother says I can*t road or write a pley till 1 am cighteen 
Sac sighs. I wish I were eighteen; I love to write a play. 

the locke at oloek&s Ch, it's twenty mimtes of nine; I gm late 
mares She takes paper, opens drawer qickly, puts in paper 
ané Gloges itj locks ups 111 get an extra kies for thet at 
ugon times She runs to door opens it and startles, Oh, there 
is the hearse for Poor little Isabel; and her mama does*nt know 
she is deadis What a horrid mama she mist be to go away and not 
tell her little girl whore she is goings And new she is doad, 
end she will nover sec har any mores Poor little Isabel, sho 
erios, thon looks up, I am late for sileol now, but I just 


can*t help its she walks out slowly, drying her yess 

A for sooonds silense. lérs lL. comes in, pale and full of tarro’ 
grasps Ghair for support, 

in low, Ghoking voico, Only a little whilo ago I heard hin sey 


we are both in noed of God*s helping hands His prayer was 
anewered; for tie sont that little white hoarse so I might sec 
ite as I stood tigket in handy it passod my face; uy ayes 
®ollowed it as if drawn by somo invisible powars It stopped at 
Carson's door, Not until then was I reminded poor litte Isabol 
was Goad; she died without a Kiss from her mother, and todsy 
she will be buried without a tom from a mother’s ayo on har 
lattle eoffing I fansiod I heard people say! that wroteh is the 
Gause of her own ehild’s death, she broke her ty leaving he. |! 


Las Iva 


ro 
Then I heard the whistle of the train; it sounded like the t 
telling of death=bells, On and on it eeme, till it stopped righ 
before me} a rough voice shouted! thare’s your train, madems 
He did not recognize mo, with this heavy veil, I did not dare 
sponk; so vithoct a word I turned and flot for home. A pesca 
Homes Tho wails? Will it over ba the same home egain; will he 
ever forgive me? Gh, I was med, mod for xy pley, or I would 
never heve dreamt, ho 12 forgive mes ‘ghe loots sroundts 
Perhaps he has not ront the-metc, she pitlle bat and eloak off 
evens door ané turcyse thom on rash, cleses door, end stands 
there. kmsb of @coy still in hant, te reek to moves she stops to 
think, I onder if he has-- Oh, ft muist=—- I mst got sourage 
to soe for ayeltine Bie atgsers to table, end ir afraid to 
looks she hesitatcess then trkos one culek glances Genes She 
Blases han@ over wo8ER to currress a seresm} gresre st table 
for wprarts A penses Too late, A posses Put he mst listen 
te me, he must understand; I meant it for the bests Her eyes 
wencer to window. (Ch, my Got, the sight of that heerse will 
frive me mad, she stegzers over ‘0 wirdew and Grans down shade 


Footstors are hceerdy She welks over to | 


teck, om ctemds as if iveparcé for the worcts 


entars, looks srourniy Why ic it co dark? Ho goes ever to 


wingev. 


rusher formed with great effort, ant takes held of his ert. 
Deu*t pull we the shade, at loast, mt rote 


ja 
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Oh, I understand&, The sight of Little Tsabel"s funeral has 
umnerved yous 
hesitatingly, Yessyeus 
Well, I don*t blame you for that; I feel badly myself, That 
chila*s death was indeed a very set ones I om airaid ha father 
Will geon jein her} he ic far from a stweng max, and his wife’s 
desertion followed by the death of his elaild ic mero than he 


@an boar for ary lemgth of time, irs Ile is etandirg in the sam 


Place, her suspence and agony is depicted on har faso. Or in 
moving towards table sighs, What a pity sueh women will contin 
to lives 

as if chokirg, Stop; for God's sake stop, i san*t bear ite 
goose over to hary Herriet, are you i111? 

slowly, And if I ware ill, would you oarc? 

giles, I hopojyou don*t bolieve that your foolish littie 

act of a while ago would #0 change me. 

in great awprise, Then you are convinced that I meant no harm? 
Why, my dom, you have the same right to oxpress your opinion 
as I have to express minos M's Le looks as if sie had just 
realized the situation, Nothing Sests on what wo think, it 
rests with what we dow ‘he leoks at him in a strage manner, 
put doos not speaks Harrict, let me pull up the siade, I want 
to see yor fapes You need not lock ovis 

Very well, dears Ina whisper, Pull it upe 

Pulls up shatie, looks at hares ly God, girl, whet ails you? 


ee. 
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He Puts his arm around hers fell me, dear, what has gone wor 
Nothing, dem, nothing; only— a pmo I was afraiad—~-, ho 
looks around helplessly—r thought; I, never ming what I though 
Only hold me in your arms, while I tell you I have eome back 
to my Imsband and my ehildrons 
embraces her, Harriet, mf wifes I understand it all now, Tho 
death of that little child-—~ he voints te window——~- hag taught 
you the duty of motherficods come, doar, sit down near tho fire, 
vin ere sO colds He leads her over to fire; she sits down in 
chair, There now; I will get something for your nerves, 


_ He goes over to eloset, takes out bottle, and prepares small 


dose in glass.  givos her the Glass. There, drim this ; 
ee Pe, er ee eee: 

Grink 1t quicks she drinks, Now I will leave you to yourself 
I Know you want to be alone, until yeu are q@iite yourself agein 


He goes te door, turns and leoks at hers In low tence! I am 
afraié— he puts his hand to fordhead— I can*t bear te think 


or its He sighs, and leavess 

Mrs Ls gazes into fire for a few moments, then turns and lecks 
—$—<—$———— EE ry UCN turns and lacks 
around rocmae 


Se he dia*nt read the notes I wonder what eould have happened 
to ite A panses Perhaps treno destroyed it, No, that wuld’at 
be likely; she knows how I value every serap of paper. she 
locks up muddenlys Yes; yes, that’s 1+; she thought it belonged 
te oe of my plays, and she put it away for mes she tries tor 
Fiso, but is too wosKs she staggers over to teblo and opens 
drawer; she miles sadly, Here it igs My darling girl; how id 


little you Grom what your little ast of tidiness has done for 
your mother, She takes all papers from drawer; takes roll of 


Peper _she hed tied up, opens them all, and takes than over te 
chair vy fire, she sits down, and puts all papers in her lap. 
p= i tcc Minto abt hen ami), Aaa: aR i laa ttl 


She fondles papers and looks at them, as if they were alivo 
and sould umierstami hears You won*t need a hearse, but your 
dacth will be a happier one thanlittir Isabel*s, for your 
mother is with you to tho ends Ged calis you— a 2b to hin, 
and I em but His slave, I mst obay; I mist give you up, though 
it breaks my heart to do so, sho takes than up, kisses then; 
che looks at then a few moments, then with a deep sigh throws 
the heap of papers in the fires A few shoots fall on the floors 
As she watehes the flames, a dreadful look of agony is dopictoa 


on har fases She plases her hand over he heart; and after a fer 


pitiful struggles falls back in chair doads 

Church-bells are hoards Enter Dr le 

goes to the wintow, Services for little Isabel. I am glad 
Harriet is asleops te walks over to hat, and looks at her; 
then as me if he did not believe his own oyos, bends dewn and 
leoks inte har fase, He lifts up her handand oxolaims in a tone 
of amguishs Goat God, she is dcad& 

A Pause, After knesling a fow sesends he raises his head and 
seeg Papers on the fioors Ho picks tham up and ieoks at than, 
then looks inte gratog iI have tried to Kili Nature, but I 
only susccetiod in Killing my wife and the mothe @f my ehildren 


[5 
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He @rops his head on har knees, Telephone bell rings; he does 
not anewars It contimics ringings He looks ups A cali to a 
patient. I mist tell than I can*t go, Ho gots up, a picture 


of misery. Gos ovar to telephone and pigks up rosolivats In 

a ghokedvico! Helle. tho? lire Langley?. No, Mrs Langley is 

ho stops short— mo, I am Te Langley, her husbands Ho 

He listens in great meprise. Repeats words he hears! Return 

marmaer ipt? You ere thinkirg of putting it on? He steps to 
thirtks then bonis forward and answers? You ean never put it 

on, for tho' weiter and the play ‘are both dead, 

He drops the receivar, as he arops his arm on the tables 

He @rops his head on am, sobbinge 


